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we 


We once were green, but now we're jaded. Overcoming a feeling of 
impending dome, the Green drones on. By sheer dome luck, the Emerald 
File will continue to combat boredome for one more year. Right now, 
predict that Eight is Enough. Renewals and new subscriptions, therefore, 
will only cover 1981 and back ish. Don't be a dome-dome - subscribe now! 

T'anks to our Irish Printer. 

The Green Dome, 31 October 1980, Vol. 1, No. 4. Published quarterly or whenever we have enough 



belong 

ITC Enter : fc*ittment. The :<>^.en Dome reserv^gith^gjftight to edit: : and Comment edit turn 

^stage^s^accompeny exals if they arexto be returned^r^they will be Sitche#at whim. 

can bex assumed for unsolicited-materials. Any Opinions herein :h : i:e ribt necessarily 
those of the editors including those that the editors profess to profess to. £ 


SUBSCRIPTIONS: US 
Overseas: US $3.00 
to THE GREEN DOME. 
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$2.00 for one (1) issue. US $7.00 for 
for one (1) issue. US $10.00 for four 
We are now accepting subs for 1981, i 


four (4) issues, i.e. one year. 

(4) i.e. one year. Payable in US Funds 
e. issues 5 through 8. i| 
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"All the Views are Fit to Print. 


II 


You may be interested to know that the last two episodes of The 
Prisoner" were never aired in Western Canada. The story/ as I under- 
stand it, is this! the CTV network (the private Canadian network) 
bought the first 13 shows and aired them when the series first came out. 
ITC then upped the price on the last episodes, knowing full well that, 
as a connected series with the "solution" to the mystery in the last two 
episodes, the CTV would have to buy them. Unfortunately, the CTV told 
ITC to take a hike, and ended the series on the 13th episode. It drove 
me absolutely crazy! To watch a series for a whole season and not find 

out who No. 1 was, was incredibly frustrating! Fans in Eastern Canada 

were able to watch the final episodes on American TV, but at that time 
there were no cable companies piping American TV into the Western, pro¬ 
vinces , so I and my fellow "Prisoner” fans were left completely helpless. 

I finally got to see the last two episodes in March of this year 
when the local "Dr. Who" fans imported videotapes of "Dr. Who" and "The 
Prisoner" from Eastern Canada. I must admit that, after waiting for 12 
years to find out who was No. 1 and see No. 6 escape, FO wasn t guite 
what I was expecting. (What I was expecting was that the dwarf would 
turn out to be No. 1,. and that No. 6 would escape by sheer cunning, ex 

posing the evil master of the Village and making the world safe for se¬ 

cret agents once again...) I can't say that I was disappointed, just 
that I was a little disconcerted to discover what I had always regarded 
as a straightforward (well, more or less) mystery suspense, was in fact 
a psychological drama. I wanted to go back and rescreen the whole series 

in light of this new perception, but un¬ 
fortunately, the "Dr. Who" people had 
only brought in the last two episodes. 

(It was also slightly amusing to watch 
some of the other people at the 

" showing, who had never 

seen the series, trying to 
fathom what the blazes 
was going on from 
just the last 
two programs.) 

I thought 
your fiction 
guidelines in the 
first issue rather 
well worked out, 
though I was some¬ 
what taken aback by 
your statement, 

"we are more 
concerned with 
using the symbols 
than interpreting 
them." Taken out 
of context, it has 
quite a peculiar -- 
even sinister — ring 
to it. (Of course, it 
made sense when I 
the whole thing care 
fully, but when it 

caught my eye as I 
skimmed...) 


If 
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"Is Rover's first appearance a fountain pun or a ball-point?" 

Ghod, that's so awful, I love it! Why is it that fans, whichever branch 
of fandom they're in, all love puns? I really enjoyed your pun-filled 
questions, even though it has been too long since I saw the picture 

to get all the in-jokes. . 

The stories on Portmeirion by Katie and from the NY Times were also 

very interesting, though I think Katie wrote the better account... 

All in all, a very good production.^ y 

Robert Runte 

Edmonton, ALBERTA 

Editor "Neology", Co-Editor "The Bi Monthly Monthly" 


First of all, let me clarify something...Any credit for starting 
a Prisoner group out here goes completely to Anna. She's doing all 
the work and has been ever since it became more than just a notion. 

The only remotely connected thing I had to do with it was having the 
pleasure of chatting with David and Nick when they came by the station. 
Anna wants the group to really gel, but she's 
a little unsure of her own role in it at 
this point. As you may or may not know, 
the only other Prisoner club that started 
in the Bay Area folded very quickly due 
to what was termed "lack of response" on 
the part of the fans. I think it has to 
do with the fact that Prisoner fans out 
here are almost too diverse. We've got 
people who see the series as some sort 
of political manifesto, others who regard 
it as a kind of intellectual "head trip," 
first timers who don't know what to make 
of if at all but think it's "fun," fans 
(women) who are "in love" with Patrick 
McGoohan, and a hundred other approaches 
in between. Get a couple of dozen of 
them in a room and you've got DIVERSITY! 

Naturally, it's to "The Prisoner’s" credit 
that it has attracted so many different kinds 

of fans, but it makes organizing and maintaining a club awfully tough. 

Doing the on-air wraparounds for "The Prisoner" was both a thrill 
and a pain for me. Speaking of those infamous "rap sessions," let me 
answer your question...Believe me, you have no idea how off-the-cuff 
(off-the-wall may be a better phrase!) those rap sessions were!^ They 
were fillers, pure and simple. No scripts, no budget, no organization 
to speak of. I'd jot down a couple of notes an hour or so ahead of time 
and that was that. At first, it was like pulling teeth to try and get 
Prisoner fans to come on the air and talk about it. As the series roll¬ 
ed along, I got more volunteers. I think a few of the shows were in¬ 
teresting, a few downright embarrassing, and most were so-so. In other 
words, I'm just grateful for having survived it! The tapes were erased 
right away and the few scraps of notes have long since hit the wastebasket 

Speaking of "Secret Agent," we’ve already talked about the possi¬ 
bility of getting it on KQED. No dice. Too expensive - three times as 
much as "The Prisoner" and for a Public TV station that is just too much 
$$$. In addition, our progairuning minds here feel "Secret Agent" doesn't 
have that egghead appeal and wouldn't really fit into our line-up. They 
see it as a spy adventure series and nothing more. Since we wouldn't 
show a program like "The Saint" or "I Spy," "Secret Agent" is another 



Dan Recchia 
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spy out in the cold! 

(As far as this Public 
TV station is concerned.) 

As far as I know, 
broadcast rights for "The 
Prisoner" are negotiated 
by each individual station 
so they shouldn't be run¬ 
ning out all at once! 

'The Prisoner" is an ac¬ 
quisition (TV lingo) so it 
can be purchased by a sta¬ 
tion at any time; a sta¬ 
tion can just buy it again 
(if they WANT to!). How¬ 
ever, Public TV image not¬ 
withstanding, bad ratings 
(are) the kiss of death, 
even on non-commercial TV. 
If the ratings were bad on 
"The Prisoner" out your 
way, you've got one big 
battle on your hands to 
get it back on the air 
again. A strong write-in 
campaign can really help, 
though, so encourage 
Prisoner fans to bug their 
stations! 

Marie Aranas 

San Francisco, 



CA 


I do consider "The Prisoner" to be an allegory of modern society 
and of basic traits of human beings in Western civilization. Much of 
what McGoohan is saying does "bother" me because I see that in the 13 
years since the series was made we have only gotten worse as a civil¬ 
ization, with aspects of the Village becoming a more real part of our 
everyday lives, and people in general less willing to resist and oppose. 
People are more than ever happily wearing their "badges" and letting 
the Rover of intellectual dogmatism control them. 

All of the episodes make me think and enlighten me. Male chauven- 
ism - who cares? (That would take too long to explain)...I do think 
that John Drake is the Prisoner. It tends to make sense to continue a 
series ("Secret Agent") into a new and related series. 

As for The Green Dome, I think your zine is a very good one. I 
wish it could be bigger with more "meaty" material. The only thing I 
don't like is the Questions for Study page, as I was thinking they would 
be serious, and they turned out to be otherwise. Some humor is good, 

though. I think the illustrations you use are usually quite good, and 

I intend to stay with getting your zine. 

Re: TGWD pun and Napoleon - he was stuck on the lighthouse, an 
island, and the real Napoleon was banished to an island (St. Elba, if 

memory serves,me). Both "Napoleons" died on an island.Qg 


James T. Crawford 
Cincinnati, OH 

Editor of "Universal Under¬ 
standing" 


(Napoleon was twice exiled; first 
to Elba, later to St. Helena, where 
he died. DFP) 































Dear Green Domers: 

I am glad that 
people at Noreascon 
is a lot of fun to 
in turn, will enjoy 
document: 


I ran into you 
(II): your zine 

ead. I hope you, 
the following 


"Constitution of the Village" 
uncovered by David Bratman 

Article A. The Village is a numerocracy 
Article B. The Village shall be govern¬ 
ed by a head minister, to be known 

as No. 2. 

Article C. No. 2 shall be the head of 
the Village, having control over 
all activities, subject only to 
veto from No. 1. 

Article D. The object of No. 2's min- 
isitry shall be to find out why 
No. 6 resigned. 

Article E. No. 2, at the beginning of his min¬ 
istry, shall propose a method by which it may be 
discovered why No. 6 resigned. If this method 
does not work. No. 2 will be deposed and a new 
No. 2 chosen, be means to remain obscure. If the 
method does work, the Village will be dismantled 
and we can all go back to London. 

Article F. The boundaries of the Village shall be determined by where 
Rover prowls. Anyone smothered by Rover is to be taken to hospital 

and experimented on. 

Article G. No. 2 shall be responsible for providing the citizens of the 
Village with all necessary services. He may also, on his own initia¬ 
tive, utilize whatever techniques the writers can think up to achieve 
the object of his ministry. 

Article H. The citizens of the Village shall have the right to partici¬ 
pate in No. 2’s planned activities, or to do nothing at all, as they 


Rover is a 
master of 
disguise. 



Article I. The motto of the Village is "Be Seeing You." 


Perhaps you might want to start a column, " ’The Prisoner* in Every 
day Life" — here’s my entry: shortly after moving into my new apartment 
I was coming in one day as I saw my neighbor down the hall going out. So 
I introduced myself. "No. 4? Hi; I’m the new No. 5." (She didn't 
get it, alas.)^ 

r David Bratman 

Seattle, WA 


I loved the Green Dome, it really got me thinking about the show. 
Especially the letter from Rafe Folch-Pi. After reading it, ail those 
ideas in the back of my head rushed forth. No. 6 perhaps was No.l? but 
he had one thing the job didn't require (a good reason not to hire a 
person for that office), his conscience. He either supressed his memory 
of this or, more likely, it was taken from (him) to learn why he resigned 
And these watchers of everything could not comprehend why one of their 
own kind would wish to resign. 

°* Bill Kelly 

Editor of "The Who Revolt" 

(TWR - "Dr. Who" zine. Send SASE to: 66 Constellation Rd. Levittown, 

NY 11756. Eds.) 
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Warner Troyer interviews Fatrick McGoohan 
Communications Authority. (I would love to 
was conducted l!! 1977? BH) 


for The Ontario 
know when this 


Educational 

interview 


Troyer: I guess the first thing I should tell you is that your guest 

and mine is Patrick McGoohan. Mr. McGoohan, known familiarly to his 
friends as No. 6, was the creative force behind, the executive pro¬ 
ducer of, and in several cases the script writer of a series called 
"The Prisoner," which has appeared on television a number of times, 
not least notably on this network. Mr. 

McGoohan has come here from Los Angeles to 
me et you and talk to you and to me. And to 
meet a group of Prisoner, ah, club groupies, 
some of them from Seneca College which has 
been operating a course based on the series, 
some of them from OECA, and some other people, 
and we* re going to- talk about "The Prisoner" 
and I suppose the obvious first question is: 

Where the hell did that idea come from? How'd 
you get started? 



McGoohan: Boredom, was how it s 

With T.V.? With society, 


Troyer : 
or you 7 


Just that? 


McGoohan : With T.V. initially, 
a series that was called 





I was doing 
Agent." Was 

it called that here, or "Danger Man?" It had 
two titles. 

Troyer: "Danger Man." 

McGoohan: And I'd made 54 of those and I 

t*ought that was an adequate amount. So I 
went to the gentleman, Lew Grade, who was the 

and said that I'd like to cease making "Secret Agent" and 
do something else. So he didn't like that idea. He'd prefer that I'd 
gone on forever doing it. But anyway, I said I was going to quit. So 
he said, "What's the idea?" This is on the telephone initially, so 
I met him on a Saturday morning at 7 o'clock. That was always the time 
we had our discussions, and he said "Alright, what's the idea?" and 
I had a whole format prepared of this "Prisoner" t’ing which initially 
came to me on one of the locations on "Secret Agent" when we went to 
this place called Portmeirion, where a great deal of it was shot, 
and 'I thought it was an extraordinary place, architecturally and 

atmospherewise, and should be used for something and that was two years 
before the concept came to me. So I prepared it and went in to see 
Lew Grade. I had photographs of the Village or whatever and a for¬ 
mat and he said "I don't want to read the 
format," because he says he doesn't read 
formats, he says he can't read apart from 
accounts, and he sort of said, "Well, 
what's it about? Tell me." So I talked 
for ten minutes and he stopped me and 
said, "I don't understand one word you're 
talking about, but how much is it going to 
be?" So I had a budget with me, oddly 
enough, and I told him how much and he says 
"When can you start?" I said Monday, on- 

scripts. And he says "The money'll be in 7 
















your company's account on Monday morning. "Which 
it was f and that's how we started. Behind it/ 
of course, was a certain impatience with the 
numerology of society and the way we're being 
made into ciphers, so there was something else be¬ 
hind it. 

Troyer: Was that a personal thing in terms of your 
reaction to society or was it more of an observa¬ 
tion? Do you feel you're being ... 

McGoohan: I think we're progressing too fast. I 
think that we should pull back and consolidate the 
things that we've discovered. 

Troyer: You didn't initially want to do 17 films? 

McGoohan: No, 7, as a serial as opposed to a 

~ I thought the concept of the thing would 


sustain for only 7, but then Lew Grade wanted to make his sale to CBS, 

I believe (first ran it in the States) and he said he couldn't make a 

he had more, and he wanted 26, and I couldn’t conceive of 
because it would be spreading it very thin, but we did 
a week-end, with my writers, to cook up ten more outlines, 
and eventually we did 17, but it should be 7. 

Troyer: But you did ten in two days? Ten outlines? 

McGoohan: Over a week-end, yes. Outlines, I mean a sort of 

(Troyer chuckles.) 


deal unless 
26 stories, 
manage, 


7 or 8 


page format. 

Troyer: How would you have described or explained the concept of the 

series to those writers, the first time you sat 

down with them, what did you tell them? 

McGoohan: It was very difficult because they were 

also prisoners of conditioning, and they were 
used to writing for "The Saint" series or the 
"Secret Agent" series and it was very difficult to 
explain, and we lost a few by the wayside. I had 
sat down and I wrote a 40-page, sort of, history 
of the Village, the sort of telephones they used, 
the sewerage system, what they ate, the transport, 
the boundaries, a description of the Village, 
every aspect of it; and they were all given copies 
of this and then, naturally, we talked to them 
about it, sent them away and hoped they would come 
up with an idea that was feasible. 

: What about the philosphy, the rationale 

of the Village? What did you tell them about that? 

Its raison-d'£tre, not its mechanics... 

McGoohan: (very deliberately) It was a place that 
is trying to destroy the individual by every means possible; trying. 
to break his spirit, so that he accepts that he is No. 6 and will live 
there happily as No. 6 for ever after. And this is the one rebel that 
they can't break. 

Troyer: To what end was that process of breaking down the individual 

will? 

McGoohan: To what end? 

Troyer: For the Village, what was the purpose, the goal? 

McGoohan: I think it's going on every day all around us. I had to 
sign into get into this joint! (Troyer: Uh-huh) Downstairs, yeah. 
Troyer: Made you angry, too? (Chuckle.) 

McGoohan: Slightly, yeah. Pass-keys and, you know, let's go down to 
the basement and all this. That's Prisonership as far as I'm concerned. 
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When recently asked about "The Prisoner," 
Patrick McGoohan said, "It was ahead of its 
time...1984 stuff. For me, the concept was 
of a man placed in a society of which he knew 
nothing...an outsider, a loner, denied know¬ 
ledge which was available to those around him. " 
"Now, after so many years, 15 American 
colleges use 'The Prisoner' as a basis for human 
psychology classes. Though I wrote all the 
scripts, I couldn't even begin to answer some 
of the questions contained in the examination 



"But for me, that's past, finished. You 
have to think of the present... and more impor¬ 
tant, the future. And that's just what I'm 
doing." 


The scene - an auditorium; 
a lecturer on "scanning" wishes 
to demonstrate and asks for a vol¬ 
unteer. Keep in mind that this 
little exercise can cause nose¬ 
bleeds, nausea, earaches, etc. 

A man in the audience nonchalantly 
raises his hand. They begin a 
mental duel which escalates and 
ends in the abrupt departure of 
the first man. Squeamish, 
beware! 

What luck, Filmplan wants to 
maximize their return, and its 
making a version "suitable" for 
television. 

Now to the heart of the matter. 
January,'81, says Starlog. 
expert on scanning, 
all the help they can get. 
abilities, while others are 
Cameron Vale (Steven Lack), 

Dr, 



" will be released in 

_ McGoohan plays Dr. Paul Ruth, the leading 

The scanners themselves, born with the power, need 

Some learn how to cope 
not so fortunate. Our 
is a derelict until he 
Ruth, who teaches Vale to control himself. 


with their unusual 
hero, for instance, 
is discovered by 



Director David Cronenberg, known 
a master of gore, has commented 
that the notion of science gone 
berserk appeals to him. He directed 
such box-office hits as "Rabid, 

"The Brood," and "Fast Company. 
Looking forward now not only to 
another boffo hit, Cronenberg 
"Scanners" as an opportunity to 
serious science fiction. 


H 


if 


do 



(BH is in a 
trailer for 
'80, so DFP 


coma, having 
this film at 
wrote this 


the 

World. Con 

. ) 
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by James T. Crawford 


full in 

Only a few hours earlier the Village had been bustling and 
alive. People went to and fro on their meaningless tasks, Rover 
raced after would-be escapees and all was right with the world. 

Now the buildings were empty and silent, Rover a charred mass, 
the people gone, their deliverer on his way to London with a former 
No. 2, the Butler, and the "rebellious youth". No. 48. The Prisoner 
had successfully survived the Degree Absolute? he had been led to 
the Throne, and had met No. L Going still further, he launched a 
rocket containing No. 1, blasted his way out of the Village, and had 
finally obtained his freedom. 

Soon the Prisoner would arrive in London, the former No. 2 
would be walking free, and No. 48 would be trying to hitch a ride 
anywhere. 

The Project had gone according to plan. 

The Supervisor, waiting in the auxiliary Control Room, smiled 
briefly. This had been the ultimate test of the Village, and the 
Village had survived. Soon, everyone would be back together, if not 
happily so, and No. 6 would be broken once and for all after realizing 
the utter futility of his fight. 

The auxiliary Control Room was only know to No. 1, the various 
No. 2s, and the Supervisor. Fortunately, when the former No. 2 was 
revived from his death in the Degree Absolute trial, the portion of 
his memory containing information about such emergency standbys was 
deleted, so the Supervisor could proceed with his task without fear. 

Electronic display maps above his head allowed the Supervisor 
to keep track of No. l's rocket, completing its third orbit of the 
earth. The Prisoner had succeeded in launching the rocket, but, in 
his elation at escaping, had failed to realize the rocket might have 
a recoverable nosecone. No. 1 was coming home. 

At precisely three minutes and twelve seconds past the hour the 
nosecone separated from the ascent stage. Retro-fire proceeded exactly 
on schedule, and within minutes the nosecone bearing No. 1 was on a 
course which would land it within half a mile of the Village. 

The Supervisor took one last look at the display maps, then 
turned and left the room. There was much work to be done. 

A short time later a Village buggy stood waiting by the downed 
capsule. The back of the buggy was totally enclosed. The Supervisor 
got into the driver's seat, and began the slow triumphant return to 
the the Village. As he drove, he could see rows of people standing 
like statues, unseeing, unfeeling, unthinking. The concealed 
neuro-paralyzers had done their job perfectly. Only No. 6 and his 
three "friends" had been allowed to leave. All others found themselves 
frozen into immobility, captured by one of the Village's most secret, 
and most efficient, weapons. 

Yes, everything was proceeding according to plan. 

The sun had set and the night insects were playing their chorus 
of sounds. Curfew had passed, although none of the Village inmates 
had yet been returned. No. 1 was within his new chamber in the throne 
room, and the Supervisor had returned to auxiliary control. He passed 
his hand over a series of buttons, and another screen lit up, showing 
an undersea scene. The tranquility of the view was broken as the 
sea-bottom seemed to rock violently, mud quickly darkening the water. 
Slowly a section of the sea floor began to move, revealing a gigantic 
slab of metal covering a mass of bubbling, erupting whitish material. 
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Gradually, one blob in particular disengaged itself from the rest of the 
mass and rose towards the surface. Once there, it began moving to the 
seashore. Rover was again in action. 

More and more of the panels came alive in Auxiliary Control as the 
Village strove for full operation. The Supervisor watched on one of the 
monitors as Rover approached a group of the immobile Village captives. 
More dials were activated, and some of the people began to move, their 
bodies straining considerably at first and then, noticing the presence 
of Rover, moving more firmly, beginning their long walk back to the Vil¬ 
lage . 

The process, the Supervisor knew, would take several more hours, 
but soon all the Village personnel would be returned. He paused to 
check data coming over one of the computer screens when the sound of 
a door opening caused him to turn around. 

Through the door stepped a tall woman, regal in her bearing. Her 
long blonde hair flowed over her shoulders. She was an incredibly 
beautiful woman, but it was cold and terrible beauty. 

Later, in London, the former No. 2 was taking a bath and reflecting 
on his escape from the Village. He still wondered how they had managed 
to bring him back to life after he had died while trying to break No. 6 
in Degree Absolute. Still, he thought, one should be thankful for small 
favors, and he was now planning on taking a much-deserved vacation, as 
far away from the Village as he possibly could be. He wondered what 
would become of the Butler, the small faithful fellow who had served the 
power of the position of No. 2. He was sure, on the other hand, that 
No. 6 would be able to make a go of whatever he tried. 

His bath finished, the former No. 2 decided that he would relax 
this evening, enjoy some wine and do some heavy reading. He wrapped 
a towel around his waist and started to leave the bathroom. As he turn¬ 
ed the knob, however, he found the door would net open. He tried harder, 
but the door still refused to budge. A look of fear came over his face 
as his efforts became more frantic. Gas began to pour out of the water 
faucet. He made one last valiant effort to force the door open before 

he collapsed. 

No. 48 had burned his Village clothes in protest. He had returned 
to his apartment and found that his roommate had left his clothes and 
other things still stored in the closet, so No, 48 changed his clothes, 
went out and withdrew some money from the bank, and then decided he 
would enjoy a nice brisk drive in the country. He walked to the bank 
simply to enjoy the marvelous sense of freedom he felt, but now he was 
walking towards his garage, hoping that his car was still there and in 
working order. He had been accused in the Village of being an "unbridled 
youth," protesting nothing he could define. "Right, Dad," he thought to 
himself. He unlocked his garage and went in. His car, covered by a 
layer of dust, was still there. He brushed some of the dust off with a 
convenient rag, then jumped into the driver's seat. He inserted his key 
in the * ignition, turned it, and heard the purr of the car’s engine. 

Metal restraints appeared as if out of nowhere and fastened over 
his arms. He jerked and fought to free himself, but two more restrainers 
were activated, this time clamping his legs firmly to the seat. The car 
began to move of its own accord, quickly down the roadways going out of 
London. No. 48 started to scream, hoping someone would come to his aid. 
He felt a sharp pain in his arm, and as he looked down, he saw a needle 
slowing withdrawing into the upholstery. Moments later, he passed out, 
unaware that the raintop was rising over him, blocking him from view by 
would-be helpers. No. 48 was returning to the Village. 1R 


When the Butler awoke, he knew what had happened. He was in the 
same small room he had lived in in the Village, with the same diminu¬ 
tive furniture. A signal beard was on the far wall, and the light in¬ 
dicating he was needed in No, 2's room was shining brightly. His freedom 

had been ended. It was time for No. 2's tea. 

The throne room had been heavily damaged by the launching of the 
rocket. Now flocks of workers busily cleared away debris, re-wired 
circuits, and strove to restore the room to full working order and 
appearance. 

Meanwhile, the new No. 2, her hair hanging loosely over her should¬ 
ers, bowed in the direction of No. I's new container, then left the 
room. Within minutes, she had returned to her egg-chair room, the Butler 
had arrived with a tray of tea and sandwiches. The Butler looked up as 
the new No. 2 moved to her egg-chair, then he turned and silently left 
the room. No. 2 checked the monitor screens, then called the Control 
Room. 

"No. 2 here. How are arrangements proceeding?" 

"All systems have been returned to normal," the Supervisor answered. 

"Then proceed with Retrieval-6, as per orders." No. 2 said. 

Rover was moving swiftly through the Village, chasing one of the 
people who had objected violently to being returned. The ex-admiral was 
playing his third game of chess for that day, and the Village band 
was playing a selection from one of the more obscure German composers. 

No. 2 and the Supervisor were finishing their conversation. 

"The People have adjusted easier than expected, except for a very 
few," the Supervisor noted. 

"There are always people willing to cringe and crawl. People 
are numbers," she said with a grim finality. 

The Prisoner, meanwhile, had returned to his apartment. It had 
been necessary to buy a few groceries, and he planned to get these in 
before seriously considering what his next step would be. He had already 
been to his former employers, telling them additional details about the 
Village, hoping it would prove more useful than the last time he had 
told them, only to end up being returned to the Village via jet. 

As he pushed the door open, his eyes immediately caught sight of 
a strange object sitting on his desk. He put the groceries down, and 
walked over, noting that the object was a round, white ball on some 
form of pedestal. He picked it up and read the inscription -- 

"Well Come Home" 

The Prisoner left his room and raced down to his car. He was 
determined that this time he would go to his former employers and de¬ 
mand an immediate search for the Village. Such a travesty on life could 
never be allowed to exist again. As he opened the door of the car, he 
noticed an object on the front seat. It was a Village badge with the 
number "6." He threw the badge onto the street, and then drove the car 
directly over it. He moved easily through the traffic, but failed to 
notice a black car watching from an alleyway. 

The Prisoner drove under the tunnel once again, then parked his car. 
He stalked angrily through the tunnel connecting the parking place and 
his former boss' office. His footsteps echoed through the corridor, and 
his anger created a tension that held the air its captive. Halfway 
through the tunnel, he noticed an odd scraping sound coming from behind 
him. He whirled, and saw a sheet of steel slam down, blocking off the 
entrance to the tunnel walkway. Another sound reverberated through the 
corridor, this time from the direction the Prisoner had been heading. 
Another slab of steel slammed down, effectively isolating the Prisoner 
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in an enclosed metal and concrete box. 

A jerking motion next startled the Prisoner, as he realized sicken- 
ingly that the corridor had become, in effect, a separate trailer, being 
pulled by some kind of a truck, undoubtedly headed straight back to 
the Village. 

Somewhat later, the Prisoner stalked out of his cottage, his anger 
higher than it had ever been. He moved straight towards the Green Dome 
home of No. 2, angrily pushing aside anyone who got in his way, not 
even bothering to pay attention to Rover, who was dogging his steps 
every inch of the way. The Prisoner walked up the stairs leading to 
the Green Dome, and then knocked on the door. The Butler, his face sad 
and very tired, opened it for the Prisoner, then moved quietly away as 
the Prisoner stormed into No. 2's control room. No. 2 sat in her egg- 
chair, smiling self-amusedly at the Prisoner as he walked down the ramp 
and came up to her chair, 

"Welcome home. No. 6," she purred. 

"You won"t succeed," the Prisoner said icily. "The Village is 
no longer secret." 

"Oh?" was all No. 2 said in reply, as her long delicate fingers 
moved over a control panel, finally choosing one particular button to 
depress. The monitor screen in front of the Prisoner came to life, 
and he saw an arm within a dark sleeve, the hand holding a file labeled 
"Report - The Village." The hand dropped the file into a fire, then 
turned to other business. 

"We shall always be here. No. 6," the new No. 2 said. "Always." 

The Prisoner left the chamber, his anger and his frustration great¬ 
er than ever. Behind him, the giant steel doors closed with a deafen¬ 
ing finality. 

* 

("Fall In" was previously published in a slightly different form 
under the title "Cry the Long Shadows" in James T. Crawford's "Uni'- 
versal Understanding." See classifieds for details. BH) 

# 

gLossaRepoRt 

Contributors to date: Maggie Jane Wade, 10; Dan Swartzinski, 28; 

James T. Crawford, 168 cards sent. 

Brother, can you spare a card? I'm especially interested in your 
interpretations of: The Prisoner (the character and/or your overall 
view of the entire series), No. 1, No. 2 (the office and/or individual 
No. 2s), Rover, Penny-Farthing, the Village, The Butler, John Drake. 

Is Eight too Much? 

I was delighted at the diversity and orginality of the ideas 
expressed on the cards we've received. Effusive thank-yous! If this 
keeps up (each of you can write even a few cards), this glossary (or 
whatever) will be fascinating. BH §0 

: "Oh, it's going to work. I knew it would." Doctor, DD 


"He's an individual and they're always trying." No. 2, DD 


"Don't behave like a human being, it might just confuse people." No. 6, DD 
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Minor personal consider¬ 
ations such as sleep pale when 
compared to the enticement of 
"Secret Agent." Alas, alack 1 
It seems Channel 4, New York, 
has allowed their contract with 
ITC to expire, effective Decem¬ 
ber 6, 1980. No more late-night 
snacks. No raiding the boob- 
tube for those black-and-white 
goodies I AarghhI I can't go 
cold turkey! We've got to get 
"Secret Agent" back on the air, 
even the rarified air at 
three A.M. 



"We thought you would feel happier as yourself." 


Writer: Ralph Smart 
Maj. Latour: Lee Monatgue 
The General: Jack Gwillim 
Shorty Pratt: Jack Macgowran 
Mr.Sen: Zia Mohyeddin 
Ms. Jackson; Dorinda Stevens 
Bowden: Tom Gill 
Butler: Erik Shittey 


Director: Don Chaffey 
Jack Taylor: John Cairney 
Diana: Georgina Ward 
Red Johnson: Robert O'Neil 
Hobbs: Peter Madden 
Solicitor (Gabby); Alan Wheatley 
Odzala: Thomas Baptiste 
Williams: Ivor Salter 


. TEASER: The distinguished Mr. Odzala sits down to breakfast in the 
flat his embassy provides in town. There is a knock at the door. Ted 
Williams freally) wonders if Mr. Odzala would like to comment on a 
story that appeared in this morning's paper. As his back is turned, 
Odzala does not see Williams slip off his necktie. Williams tries 
to throttle Odzala, but the resourceful diplomat throws a potful 

of hot tea in Williams' face. Having struck out, Williams retires 
as Odzala dials 999. 

EPISODE: John Drake meets Edwin Bowden out in left field. About to 

become a free agent, Bowden has been approached by the recently incar¬ 
cerated Williams, his old school chum. There 1 sa "good job waiting out¬ 
side, and big money," but Bowden's not in his league. Looking for 
brownie points, he cops to the guv'nor. Drake will retire Bowden 
(with options) if he'll cooperate? they clinch the deal. 

Out of the Royal Farm Club, Wormwood Scrubs (really!), steps 
Drake, alias Bowden, a hardened, flinty-eyed, dodgy character. He's 
gettin' a cuppa coffee when he's intercepted and escorted to a train. 
Here, his usher seats him and hands him a sandwich and a leading Cola 
drink to be named later. A gabby chap joins him in the compartment and 
the train departs. Now begins the trip to training camp. Our stuffy 
friend in Bowler-and-Brolly strikes up a conversation with "Bowden," 
now tersely conversin' in a coarse accent. What's his immediate plan? 
"To mind my own business," barks Bowden. Undaunted, Gabby perseveres, 
offering Bowden a contract only to be challenged with "what's it all 
about?” Well, of course, you know, "you've blotted your copy-book," 
but that will all be forgotten. Gabby hands Bowden fclOOO on account. 

18 





M D'ya wanna receipt?" Bowden ventures. That won't be necessary, 
"but, having accepted the money, you must now consider yourself a ser¬ 
vant of The Order." If he tries to jump to another team, then, you 
see, "your days will be numbered in the land." Bowden probes for more 
information, but Gabby simply parries, "you're at the point of no re¬ 
turn, Mr. Bowden. Speak now or forever hold your peace." They both 
get off the train at Little Plimton (no, really ). Gabby drops Bowden 
in front of an imposing estate - Lyndon Manor - you know, the whole 
bit: electric gate, guardhouse and so forth. Bowden wonders, "what 

is it? A mental home?" Gabby just chuckles and rides off into the 
sunset. 

Greeted at the gate by the guard, Bowden, relieved of his lug¬ 
gage, is sent to the Annex, "left at the fork." Bowden sets off.with 
a "Be seeing you." (Really] He really does!) 

Up the drive a piece, as shots are heard in the distance, a jeep 
overtakes him. The woman driving gives him a lift to the fork, his 
luggage and no information. At the Annex, he is escorted into a 
library where wait four other rookies, three Limies and a Yank, all 
of similar antecedents (Bowden's, not Drake's). No one knows any 
more of The Order than does he. The butler returns, announcing that 

they'll be driven to the Big House (no, the other one) at 1420 hours 
to meet the General. 

As the newcomers sit in their places with bright, shiny faces, the 
General paces about the room, giving his peptalk. 

"Our Order is international. It stands for discipline and the 
moral authority that derives from discipline. Most people are honest 
and simple, but they are, by nature, incapable of deciding their own 
destiny. They have to be guided, and that must, eventually, be along 
the paths that our Order lays down, of discipline and moral obedience 
to those in authority! Meanwhile, the so-called democratic leaders de¬ 
ceive the people into believing that they are idealists, but, in fact, 
they are decadent and corrupt demagogues 1 Such men are dangerous!I 
Such men must be removed, and are being removed? and, by their elimina¬ 
tion, the world comes nearer that state of discipline and morality which 
is our only hope for the future]" 

At this point, he turns his Orderlies over to Major Latour, the 
head coach. One of the rookies is dubious of the validity of The 
Order's approach. He is "re-assigned to other duties." The rest of 

the boys get some R&R in London before the real training begins. At 

the hotel, one of the guys comes in with a paper, reading aloud a story, 

sandwiched in between the farm reports and "South Vietnamese Coup Col¬ 

lapses without a Shot." It seems their former team-mate has died in a 
road accident? hmm... Well, that's enough of that. Aren't they in town 
to have fun? Bowden scares up some skirts for his pals (got the number 
from a bloke only just nicked). Long-suffering headquarters contact 
Hobbs puts up with an absurd conversation while Bowden chats up the 

girls, crowned with Bowden's coy query, "Jacki, uh, are you a blonde?" 
(Tee, hee.) 

The girls arrive, divide and conquer. While Bowden takes Jacki 

off for a private conversation. She is, of course, an agent with a 

hidden compartment in her purse for Bowden's taped report. She briefs 

Bowden on Ted Williams: a member of the Knight Crusaders, a "narrow 

band of bigoted reformers (with) some dangerous ideas and far too much 
money." 

Back at camp, the rookies learn they've been overheard for their 
whole stay in town. Chastised, they are sent off to their lessons and 
are finally given their job description: "execute the judgements of The 
Order." Each game can be divided into four quarters: cover, approach, 
method, retreat. Mr. Sen is their Method teacher, a member of another 
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"order" - the thugee. In lieu of the traditional scarf, the Orderlies 
are to use more modern and unobtrusive equipment -- the old school tie. 

Next, we see the class all decked out in wet suits and spearguns, 
just one of the many recreations available. As the group moves on to 
the next stop in its field trip, Bowden starts back to the lake to re¬ 
claim his watch; in answer to Taylor's warning not to leave the group, 
he mugs, "What? Please, Teacher, may I be excused?" He fades into the 
rhododendron and secrets a radio in a hollow tree (now, really). Having 
touched home base, he ambles towards the dugout and meets the lady from 
the jeep; aha, Diana, the General's wife, shooting skeet (poorly). 

They chat briefly on proper shooting stance, Bowden demonstrates coolly, 
and we learn that the boys are not the only mercenaries at Lyndon Manor. 
Latour arrives, scolds Bowden roundly, and takes him back to the class. 

Later, that night, Bowden, dressed in basic black, prepares for an 
evening's skulk: across his door jamb, he lays a strand of his gilt 
tresses, and then prowls his way down to the General's study to plant 
a bug. He then checks in at the hollow tree, and returns to his room, 
not a hair out of place. 

For the next several days, all the kids get to play with lots of 
toys: exploding flower pots, mortars, bicycle-pump dart guns, plomb- 

bob garrotes. Bowden seems to have a talent, in fact, he's star player. 
Meanwhile, every night, he makes his little pilgrimage to the hollow 
tree, like a druid. Finally, Hobbs tells him that they've got the goods 
on the General, and at a signal, they can close the trap in twenty min¬ 
utes. Bowden returns to his room, only to find a hair out of place 
(gasp!). Taylor slips in, asking where the devil he's been. Bowden 
pleads claustrophobia. Taylor's none too happy himself, how about they 
break out? Well, we'll have none of that talk, go to bed! Later that 
night (yeah, again) Latour comes for Bowden and the Yank; Taylor has 
broken training and these boys get to track him down and do the dirty 
deed, with a briefcase full of plastic explosives. 

Finding Taylor at a motel, Bowden goes in while the Yank keeps the 
motor running. He tells Taylor to split, shows him how the briefcase 
gadget works, and zips back out to the car. Latour emerges from a side 
. room, aha!, they're all in it together, and Bowden failed his test, tsk, 
tsk. Taylor declares, "isn't the type, hasn't the guts." Latour ob¬ 
serves, "there, I think perhaps you're wrong." 

The bad guys take a short cut back to camp. By now, it's morning. 
Bowden gets back as the General's wife starts out for her morning shoot. 

He admonishes her to "keep her head down." Back at the Big House, the 
General and Latour spring the trap on Bowden, who philosophically remarks, 
"you games were too tough for me." At that, he takes off, out into the 
woods, and gets to his hollow tree - oily, oily, ox'n free! For the next 
fifteen minutes or so, he leads them a merry chase all over the estate 
and we get a nice demonstration of the capabilities of the Rover. At 
length, they apprehend him and drag him back to the Big House. When he 
wakes up, he explains how he came to "enroll for a course in this playful 
kindergarten." He shows them where he planted the bug ("Hello, every¬ 
one.") , and explains that, "if the outfit is on time, and they usually 
are, they should be here in about two and a half minutes from now." 

In walks Diana, with her shotgun in her hand - they're not gonna 
take her in! In the resulting tussle, she shoots the General (oops!). 
Then, in walks the outfit, "nearly a minute early, boys." As they mop 
up, Bowden leads the little lady off with, "It's a pity you showed your 
hand, I just might have given you the benefit of the doubt." DFP 
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the Life exp naff&rzttf 

by Karen Esibill 

If there is one constant in the otherwise erratic career of Patrick 
McGoohan, it is that most of his characters are a continuation. Whether 
hero or villain, they all possess a remarkable amount of McGoohan's own 
awesome personality. So, it's of little surprise that, after turning 
down offers for years, he decided to return to a television series as 
the abrasive, willful and very appealing Dr. Sid Rafferty because, as 
McGoohan puts it himself, "I liked this doctor guy. He has traits very 
close to my own. A crusty man." And even though the show only lasted 
13 weeks during the 1977 CBS Fall season, it was hard not to like 
McGoohan's delightfully sylized portrayal of this gruff ex-Army doctor 
practicing in the big city. 

Rafferty was like a busman's holiday for the formidable Irish actor, 
and it was fun to watch him because he was obviously enjoying the role. 
Shuffling about with shirt sleeves rolled up, muttering to himself and 
assessing the world over horn-rimmed glasses that were forever slipping 
down his nose, Rafferty was the kind of man who would show up for a "pin¬ 
striped suit" meeting in a rumpled jacket and open-collared shirt and 
do it such a way that you couldn’t help but like him for it. Although 
distinctly flavored with mannerisms synonymous with McGoohan, Rafferty 
was not the "man of steel" associated with No. 6, nor did he possess that 
unique combination of fire and ice that so characterized John Drake. For 
all his sharp-tongued gruffness, the doctor was a vulnerable, sensitive 
man, a bit Quixotic at times, but with a ferocious sense of integrity. 

Also, unlike most other McGoohan characters, Rafferty gets involved 
with women. He is a widower and adored by his nurse-receptionist, Vera. 
Their more than platonic relationship is played out very subtly through 
priceless facial expressions and clever dialogue making the suggestion 
of their romance all the more intriguing. Typical of McGoohan's strange 
habit of revealing glimpses of his private life via his film work, the 
pictures on the office wall of the late Mrs. Rafferty are actually photos 
of the very much alive, real-life Mrs. McGoohan. 

Rafferty is a tough customer who can't tolerate incompetence, dis¬ 
honesty or triviality in anyone or anything, especially himself. Two 
of his greatest strengths are his wit and his compassion. One gets the 
feeling that s/he is watching a man who has suffered. The face that 
is so familiar for its intense good looks now has a lived-in, world-worn 
aura but it is still that of a born survivior. One of the most memorable 
scenes from the show was when Rafferty, touched by the hopeless existence 
of some people at a home for the aged, takes a boxload of puppies to the 
forgotten old folks. He barely sets foot on the grounds when he is 
informed that he has broken at least three regulations and hadn't even 
gotten to the door yet. Nothing could bring that whimsical grin to 
Rafferty's face quicker than those words, and the senior citizens got 
their puppies from the misty-eyed doctor. Under all that hardened 
veneer was a very sweet man and that was part of his charm. Rafferty 
used a lot of faith, hope and self-will in his brand of medicine — 

"You'll get better as long as YOU believe it," he told an ailing patient. 
That kind of philosophy may have been one that hurt McGoohan's chances 
with television audiences today. Rafferty was an out-and-out old-fashion¬ 
ed kind of man who stepped to a different drummer and searched for the 
better side of mankind. Attitude - a certain way of facing life - it 
meant a lot to the make-up of this rough-edged, gentle sawbones as it has 
to all of McGoohan's memorable performances and, indeed, to McGoohan 
himself. 
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The series had its faults, mostly in the scripting department, and 
McGoohan, who wanted a little different format for the show, went to 
CBS and offered to use his own money if they'd let him get rid of their 
writers and directors, and let him handle the show himself (he did get 
to direct one episode), but CBS said no and there it ended. It was 
regrettable that American television was so quickly deprived of one of 
the most gifted and innovative actors around before he was even given 
a chance to do what he wanted with the role. Rafferty, though not as 
powerful a presence as No. 6 or John Drake, was possibly McGoohan's 
most appealing and endearing character. And the more you saw of the 
irrascible, irresistible Sid Rafferty, the more you learned about 
Patrick McGoohan, and that is what made this "doctor guy" worth w T atching 

(Henceforth Associate Editor, Ms. Esibill has been given a free hand 
to express her opinions as she sees fit. The above article has been 
published in "Cosmoconnection." Eds.)<^0 
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Congratulations to DAN SWARTZINSKI as the only winrer to our TGWD 
puntest. Dan will receive a free year's sub. to The Green Zine 
and a "Scanners" badge. 

The Answer Is: 

Q^DqDcicrsaila ctosJoqoci 


Arrival 

LIH 

The Chimes of Big Ben 

TG 

A, D, & c 

OUT 

Free for All. 

CM 

Schizoid Man - 

DNFM 

The General 

COM 

Many Happy Returns 

FO 

Dance of the Dead 

TGWD 

Do Not Forsake Me, 


Oh, My Darling 

DD 

It's Your Funeral 

MHR 

Checkmate 

ABC 

Living In Harmony 

ARR 

A Change of Mind 

SM 

Hammer Into Anvil 

FFA 

The Girl who Was Death 

IYF 

Once Upon a Time 

HIA 

Fall Out 

CBB 


pen paL 

Anna Traverso, 
1037 Cortez Avenue, 
Burlingame, CA 94010, 
would like to write 
to female fans of 
Patrick McGoohan. She 
is also organizing 
Tne Bay Area Friends 
of The Prisoner. ^ 


THE PRISONER Pretentious ns hell, 
nnd riddled with lapses of writing 
and direction, hut still, episode for 
episode, the finest i \ series ever 
made- perhaps because it’s the only 
personal TV series ever made. Patrick 
McGoohan s 1965 scries covered 17 
segments, spinning themes of tech¬ 
nological entrapment, political para¬ 
noia, and assaulted identity, without 
once betraying the intriguing ambigu¬ 
ity of its premise. Wit and bullshit 
seem to exist in equal parts, but the 
program was never less than seduc¬ 
tive. (Northwestern Univ. Own fo¬ 
rum, 2001 Sheridan Road. Evanston, 
Sunday. May 18. 7:50. 492-5400— 

episodes 1 2 through 171 

m ^ m m. rn jP 

Evanston is in Illinois. 
Courtesy of "Hammer into 

Anvil" 



"herze fs a coonning ,..'' 


At Noreascon II, we spoke to a number of fen who had innocently 
sent off their money in anticipation of receiving zines or goods, only 
to wait months for a reply. Some had heard nothing at all; some less 
fortunate received cancelled checks, but nothing more. Some followed 
up only to find NOT AT THIS ADDRESS, NOT FORWARDABLE. 

Observe these simple precautions: send an inquiry, with SASE, first 
do NOT send money until you receive a reply. Do not send cash, ever 1 
And remember, if it sounds too good to be true, it probably is! DFP 
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24 Bo Peep: 


"It is the duty of all of us to care for each other 
and to see that the rules are obeyed. Without their 
discipline, we should exist in a state of anarchy." 


No. 6: "Here, 



here I" DD 


thesis too much foR me 

ESSAY, ESSAY, ESSAY: 

In DD, does the costume ball mask No. 2's 
purpose? Effectively? Bo Peep seems sheepish 
enough, until the rial. Is springing a kangaroo 
court on Mr. Tuxedo (No. 6) the best approach? 

Did he really break any rules? How? In the 
billiard room? With the candlestick? Where 

do the cat and the Queen come in? Find the 
nursery ryhme. §§ 

THE RETURN OF THE PINK PANTHEON 

If you do not yet have and would like to 
possess "The Prisoner Primer," simply add 
30C to your Green Zine subscription or 

renewalI 


Can a little girl from Slocum Hollow find happiness co-editing a 
zine in the Big City? Can an even littler girl from the Hub of 
the Universe find happiness co-editing a zine in this second-rate 
burgh? Will the critics go for the Jugglers? Learn the answers 
to these and other equally riveting questions next year... §§ 
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